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people do take medicine for this sort of thing; if you can't or won't
give it to me I know exactly what to do, Fll drown myself in the
channel."
I liked her spirit, but I disliked the calm determination in her
voice and manner; desperation does occasionally drive girls of
her calibre to extreme measures.
"Don't be silly. There isn't any medicine strong enough to help
you without risk of landing you in the hospital. The nurses would
know what was wrong with you; they would have an interesting
bit of gossip to whisper to their friends, who would spread it
throughout the territory. This is a risk you can't afford to take.
"You could, of course, jump off the dock," I continued im-
partially. "That would be an easy way out of it, for you, but how
about your father, who you say couldn't bear knowing that his
only daughter gave way to a brief instinctive impulse? For you
may be sure he would learn the bare facts, but without any ex-
tenuating circumstances. Eventually your body would be found,
an autopsy would be ordered by the court, the reason for your
suicide would become a matter of public record. That indeed
might kill him."
She sat staring at the floor; when she spoke her voice had lost
its firmness, "But what shall I do?"
"Just this: go home and try to decide what you would advise
a friend to do if she were in your situation. It may help you to
know that I can probably talk to your father about it more
effectively than can you, and that I'll be glad to write to your Fred
in a way he will understand if he's the kind of man you should
marry. But whatever else you do, don't talk to anyone abdht this,
not a word. Not even a hint or question bearing on the subject.
Soijie women, as you may not know, are keenly intuitive in these
matters/9
She came back next day, still unable to reconcile herself to
the idea of confiding in her father, but willing for me to write
to Fred. By return mail she received an urgent proposal of
marriage; she left town on the next boat for Virginia, where they
were married. With her husband she returned to Alaska shortly
before the baby was bom, and no one, including her father,
questioned my assertion that it was at least two months premature